'HE MAGIC BON-BONS.

of Claribel Sudds, and Whai Came of It

et By L. Frank Baum, the Original Father Goose. -

@FRITTEN FOR THE BUSDAY REPUBLIC.
: " There Jived in Boston & wise and ancient
“chemist by the neme of Doctor Daws, who
idabbled somewimt in magic. There also
{lived In Boston & young lady by the name
“Clarfbel Budds, who was possessed of
~mmch money, little wit and an intense de-
mire to g0 upon the:stage.
Bo ¢ went to Doctor Daws and
-nid: i ;
*“f cun neither slng nor dance; I cannot
fecite verpe nor play upon the plano; I am
20 acrobat mor leaper mor high kicker; yet
1 wish to-go upon the.stage. What shall
Tdo? ; ' -
=Ave you willlng to pay for such accom-
plishmenta?” asked the ‘wise chemist. -
- “Certainly)" . answered Claribel, Jingling
“Then come to me to-morrow ‘at 2

knmown as chemical sopcery. =0 that when
‘Ciaribel -Sudds came next day at 2 o'clock
jo showed har o small box filled with com-
that closely respmbled French bon-

ia & progressive age.” sald the old

1 flatter moeelf yYour Undle |

right along with the proces-

ow, ont of your old-faszhioned sor-
; ve made you Eome Nasty,
swallow, bot I have consult-

Here are

bonbops. If ‘you eat this one
color you can dance

thereafter as lightly and gracefully as If
you had been trained a lifetime. After you
consume the pink confection you wiil sing
like = nightingale.. Eating the white one
will énable you to become the finest elo-
cutionist in the land.- The chocolate plece
will charm you into playing the plano bet-
ter than Rubensteln, while sfter eating the
lemon-yellow bonbon you can easily kick
six fest above your head”™

“How delightfull” exclaimed Claribel,
‘who was truly enraptured, *“You are cer-
tainly & most clever sorcerer as well as &
conshierate compounder,” and she held out
hér hand for the box.

“Ahem!” sald the wise one; “a check,
please. '

“Oh, yes; to be sure! How stupld of me
lo forget IL"™ she returned. L

He considerately retained the box In his
own hand while she signed a check for a
large amount of money, after which he al-
lowed her to hald the box herself.

“Are you sure you have made them
strong enough?' shs inquired, anxiously.
“It usually takes a great deal to affect
me. N

*“My only fear,” replied Doctor Daws, “ls
that I have made them too strong. For
this s the first time I have ever been
called upon to prepare these wonderful
confections.”

*Don't worry,” maid Claribel; “the strong-
er they act the better I shall act mysell.”

She went away, after saying this, dul
stopping in at s d4ry goods stors to shop,

-*uil BOY STOOD
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she forgpt. the precious box in her new in-
terest and left itilying on the ribbon coun-
ter.
“Then little Bessie Bostwick came -to the
counter to buy a halr ribbon aod laid her
parcels, beside the box. When she went
away she gathered up the box with her
other bundies and trotted off home with It.
‘Bessle never knew, untll after she: had

hung her coat in the hall closet and count-
ed up her parcels, that she had one too
many. Then she opened It and exclalmed:

““Why, It's a box of candy! BSome one
must have mislaid (t. But it is too small a
mattier to worry about; there are only a
few pleces” Bo shs dumped the contenis
of the box Into a bonbon dish that stood
upon the hall table, and, plcking out the
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chocolite piece—she was fond of choecolales
—ate It dalntlly while she sxamined her pur-
chases,

These: were not many,,  for Hesslo was
only 12 years old, and was not yet trusted
by her parents o expend much monay at
the stores. But while she tried on the hair
ribbon she suldenly felt.a great desire w0
play upon the plano; and the desire at Inst
became =0 overpowering that she went in-
to the parlor and opened the instrument.

The lttle girl had, with Infinite pains,
contrived to,learn two “pleces,” which she
usually exectited with a Jjerky movement
of her right band:and a left hand that for-
got to keep up, and so she made dreiful
discords. ., But under the Inflvence of the
chocolate” honbon she sat down and ran
her fimgers lightly:over the keva, producing

auch exquisite harmony*that she was filled

with amszémaont at her own performance,

That was the prelude, howgver. The next
moment she dashed into Beethcven's Sev-

‘enth Bomata and playeddt megaificently.

Her‘mother, hearing the fintsyal burst of
melody, cime downstalrs to gse what mu-
slcal guest had arrived; but when: shs die-
covered It was her owhi little daughter who

'was playing so divinely she. had nn attack

of palpitation of the heart, v which she
was subject, and sat down lli\dll-.il sofn un-
tll It should pass awgy. L

Meanwhile ‘Bessie played one plece aftsr
another with untiring energrve Ehe lovel
musle, and now found that ail shg need do
was to sit at the phany uni lsten and
watch her hands twinkle over the key-
board. "

Twilight deenened In' the room and Fos-
ple’s father came home and hung up his
hat and overcoat and piaced ols umbrelln
in the rack. Then he pecpid Into the par-
lor to =a¢ who was playing.

“Great Caesar!™ he excliimed. But the
mother came to him softly with her finger
an her lips and whispered: - Don't inter-
rupt her, John. Our child seéms to be Ina
trance. Ild you ever aear v¥uch superh
muslec?

“Why, she’s an infant prodigy!” gasped
the astounded father, “Beats Elind Tom
all hollow! It's—it's wonderful!™

As they stood listening the Scnrtor pr-
rived, havinz been invited *o dine with
them that eveninz. And before he had
taken off kls coat the Yale nrofessor, a
man of deep learning and scholarly attain-
ments, jolned the party. :

Bessie played on. and the four elders
stood In a huddled but sllent and amazed
group, listening to the muslc and waltlhg
for the sound of the dlnner gong.

Mr. Bostwick, who was hungry, picked up
the bonbon dish that lay on the table be-
slde him and ate the pink confectlon. The
professar was watching him, so Mr. Bost-
wick aoorteously held the dish toward him.
The professor ate the lemon-yellow plece

[ trol him. The professor seemed more grava

and the Senator reached out his hand and
took the lavender piece, -He did not eat'it,
however, for, chancing (o remember that It
might spoll‘his dioner, he put It in hin vest
pocket.. Mrs. Bostwick, still intently [isten.
ing. to-her precoclous daughter, without
thinking what she did, took the nml.lnh'
plece, which was the white one,"and slowly
devourpd It. . i .

The dish. was now empty, and Claribgl
3 bonb had p d from

A pr J
her poxsession forever.

Suddenly Mr, Bostwick, who was ‘& big
man, began to sing in a shrill, tremolo 80~
prano volce. It was not the same song
Bessie was playing, and the discord was 20

7

at the Bosiwicks had so unnerved him thag
he could scarcely collect his thoughts, and
often he would pause and shake his head
pitringly as he remembered the stirange
things he had seen In that usuaily respect-

‘The next day he met Mr. Bostwick in the
-street, but passed him by with a stony

,Elare of obllvion.” Halfelt he really could

not sfford to lmow this gentieman in the

‘future. Mr. Bostwick was naturally indig-

shocking that the professor smiled, ‘the | of

Benator put his hands to his ears and Mra
Bostwick cried In a horrified volce:
“William!'* h : ;
Her husband continded to sing as | o0+
fdeavoring to emulate the famous. Christine
Nillson, and pall no attention whatever to
his wifa or his guests, '
Fortunately the dinner gong now sound-

ed, and Mrs. Bostwick dragged Beassie from |-

the plano and ushered her guests into the
dining-room. Mr. Bostwick followed, sing-
ing "The Last Rose of Bummer" as I It
had been an encore demanded by a thou-
sand delighted hearers.

The poor woman was in despalr at wit-
nessing her husband’'s undignified actions,
and wondered what she might do to con-

than usual; the Senator’s fsce wore an of-
fended expression, and Besaie kept moving
her fingers as if she still wanted to piny
the plane,

Mr:=. Bostwick managed to pet them all
seated, although heér husband had broken
into another arla; and then the maid
brought in the soup.

When she carried a plate to the profes-
sor he cried, In an excited voice:

“Hold it higher! Higher, I say!” Ande
springing up, he gave it a sudden kick that

sent it mearly to the celling. from whence |

the dish descended to scatter soup over
Bessie and the mald and to. smash in pleces
upon the crown of the professor's bald
head. e :
The mald had.run away to ery hysterical-
Iy In the kitchen; Mr. Bostwick was sing-
ing “Ch, Promise Me”; the professor was
trying to kick the globes off the chandeller;
Mrs. Bostwick had switched her ricitation
to “The Boy Btood on the Burning Deck.”
and Hessle had stolen into the parior and
was pounding .out the overture from the
“Flylng Dutchman.” e

The Senator was not at all sare he would
not go crazy himself presently, =0 he
flipped away from the turmoil, and, catch-
ing up his hat and coat in the hall, hurried
from the house, ° i -

That night he sat up late writing a po-
1itical speech he was to dellver the next aft-
ernoon at Faneull Hall, but his experiences

-the day, for the Senator's eloguence Was

well known in Boston, So the big hall was
crowded with people, and In one of the
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